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If your tired of trying to impress your friends by taping our 
_ cover's to your shirts? Check out the ad on p.12. 


30% OFF 
EVERYTHING 


Accessories, Parts, Bikes, Everything! 
4 Hours Only - Fri, Mar. 5, 6-10 p.m. 


(discount off suggested retail price) : 


OREM SCHWINN 


Worth the 10 Minute Drive for the Savings 


190 N. State, Orem * 225-0280 
(2 Miles North of University Mall) 
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For $8.99 
You Can Start Your 
Own War. 


Eight bucks and ninety-nine cents for used CDs. 

Up to seven bucks credit for trade-ins. 

A quick way to make peace with yourself. | 
1774 N. University Parkway - 


Student Review is an inde- 
pendent student publica- 
tion serving BYU's campus 
community. By provi 

an open forum all students 
are equally eligible to sub- 
mit articles to Student 


Review. Articles should 
examine life at BYU-some- 
times humorously, some- 


ee: times critically, but always 
Graywhale NV CD Exchange sensitively. 
Opinions Expressed in the 


Student Rev are those 
of the authors, and do not 
necessarily reflect those of 
BYU, UVCC, SR, or the 
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FRIENDS IM 
THE NEWS: 


Before he was 
baptized last year, 
Bryan Waterman, 
8, Snowflake, 
Arizona, read the 


Book of Mormon. 


Just Looking for a Few Old Friends 


That’s me—the friend in the news (November 1979). I remember 
eagerly anticipating the publication of that little picture. Each month I’d 
watch for the Friend magazine to arrive—week after week, month after 
month. When it finally appeared, my Primary teacher—Sister 
DeSpain—was so proud, which almost made up for the fact that all the 
kids at school hated me for it. (Yes, in Snowflake all the kids at school 
read the Friend, too.) Roger McGrath, two grades higher than I was, 
told me there was no way I had read the Book of Mormon before I was 
eight. “Maybe your mom read it to you,” he said. He was partly right; I 
think I had skipped a few pages in 2 Nephi, but then again I was sure I 
had heard my mom say that everyone did that. My friends laughed that 
the magazine said I was only eight; by the time the stupid thing finally 
hit print I had long since turned nine. 

I am glad that my mother chose to praise me for something I had 
already accomplished, though. That way she didn’t set me up for any 
failed prophecies. I wonder about other kids who appeared with me in 
that issue. How about Joshua N., a kid from Pennsylvania. His mom 
sent in this gem: “Joshua is preparing for baptism, a mission, and 
temple marriage. He wants to be an astronomer.” All this at age seven! 
The poor kid! He looks like the type whose parents are always on his 
case anyway. He probably had a nervous breakdown at thirteen, ran 
away from home, got involved in the L.A. drug scene and hasn’t been 
heard from in years. And somewhere along the banks of the Delaware 


_his mother is shaking her head, wondering where she went wrong. 


Where is Joshua now? Where are the other kids who shared that 
month of fame and glory with me? Does April Fifield from Agoura 
California still have two cats— Lambchop and Noodle? How did Maury 
Kimball’s dance lessons turn out? Did Michael Shane Vela from 
Draper, Utah ever learn to say his prayers without his mother’s help? 

I want to know. Where are you, my special friends in the news? If 
you are at BYU or if anyone else recognizes the following names, 
please let me know c/o Student Review. I'd love to send a reunion 
photo to the Friend—complete with a list of fulfilled prophecies. Who 
knows, maybe Joshua did make it on a mission. 

November 1979 Friends in the News: Michael Bass, Portland, OR; 
Angela Cutts, Winnipeg, Manitoba; Christina Luvio, Waxhaw, NC; 
Heather Entrixin, Baton Rouge, LA; April Fifield, Agoura, CA; 
Marnie Gunn, Sioux, SD; Maury Kimball, Cedartown, GA; Heidi 
Knebel, Sumner, WA; Dalene McDonald, Price, UT; Gilbert Mclff, 
Agtuttgart, Germany; Lynne Neson, St. Paul, Alberta; Joshua Neuder, 
Johnstown, PA; Barbara Ann Peters, Salt Lake; Robbie Puquette, 
Marianna, FA; Eileen Ruiz, Dagupan City, Phil.; Richard Seeman, 
Superior, MT; Shaun Smith, Omaha, NB; Michael Vela, Draper, UT; 
Barabara Whitmire, Bangkok, Thailand. 


Get Seay 


Bryan Waterman 

°Staffpeople of the week are Stacey Ford and Becky Beacom, two 
talented and dependable copy editors and Campus Lifers. Viva the 
Freshwomen! 

¢We offer our sincere apologies for the many glitches in the Night 
Issue —so aptly named, since it was completed —or given up on—about 
3 a.m. In case you were left unsure, the editors’ response to the - 
Colorado letter would have urged you to be on the lookout for legisla- 
tion similar to Colorado’s Amendment 2 in other states, and to think 
carefully before voting. 

¢Editor’s choice for weekend culture: Stop by Cafe Haven Saturday 
the 6th and listen to Pauline Mortensen read from her collection Back 
Before the World Turned Nasty . Mortensen received the 1988 Utah 
Arts Council Publication Prize. Her stories are among the region’s most 
compelling. 

°The SR t-shirt, featuring the same brilliant art that graces the 
cover of this issue, is now on sale at Mama's Cafe. Or send $10 to 


Student Review at the address on this page. Dave Merkley's genius 
knows no end! 
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- Down in Mississippi 


short fiction by Eric Treanor 


worked in a hotel and I tried to see everything. 
| My days were crazy with risks— nothing as 

dangerous as love, but enough that was nearly as 
beautiful. 

This was Mississippi. 

I scraped the backs off hotel room mirrors and 
watched a parade of strangers try for something that 
might endure. I saw countless times the unleashed 
glory of conception, watched the souls of children fall 
from heaven like fireflies, descend into the halflight 
above those beds, and disappear into the uncertainty 
of some woman’s womb. Those women had no idea 
what they were receiving. It made me want to kick in 
the door and lead them in prayer but I myself was too 
enraptured by their surrender and by the lowly shapes 
of their bodies. 

People say, “What’s Mississippi like?” 

I’ve never been to Jerusalem but as far as I’m 
concerned Mississippi is the Holy Land. You should 
have seen these women—what they promised. 

I never stole anything except privacy. I walked the 
hotel’s halls with devotion, picking up cigarette butts 
and polishing the marble. Biloxi’s Highland Hotel 
was an establishment, a Mississippi lowland seven- 
story landmark, and the owner, Gordon Johnston, 
said it was my job to keep it divine. 

“Divine?” I said. “Sure thing, Mr. Johnston. 
People are going to mistake it for a cathedral.” 

One night a couple arrived from Texas. They had 
reserved the Honeymoon Suite. The guy—I’m 
guessing he was twenty-two—couldn’t sign his name 
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Road Trip 
to Gunnison 


Half-way between Cedar Hollow and Levan 
the expected cat lies, mangy, rotted, 

bloody. Its death is small between 

the bald, stony mountains 

and bristly, winter-coated fields. 


Few miles past-Levan 
the twiggy brushes appear, cold-sharpened, 


naked. Their branches crumble snow 

into swiss-cheese holes, forming a moldy 
growth 

over the chilling hills. 


Close to Gunnison 

the snow slowly melts, dramatic in its 
departure, 

lonely. Hieroglyphic, box-colored cats 

widen squarely as the season retreats 

across the sunset-laden desert. 


by Amy Sorensen 


‘Now Playing: . 
Chess Comes to BYU 


by Joanna Brooks 


he was shaking so much. She signed in for them, her 
hair burning under the hotel lobby’s chandeliers. 


- Watching her I felt like someone was in my heart, 


kicking at it. I handed them their key and after they 
walked to the elevators I had to go sit down for a 
minute before heading up. 

Between the suites were small storage rooms so 
that the housekeepers could have everything at hand. 
After Mr. Johnston put me in charge I knocked holes 
in the storage room walls, directly behind the suite 
mirrors, and then covered up the holes with surfing 
posters. I thought of it as my own higher education, 


coming as I did from unpleasant circumstances. 


Abusive parents. Etc. 

After they left the lobby and I’d had some time to 
calm myself, I went up and locked myself into the 
Honeymoon Suite’s storage room. My hands 
trembled with anticipation. I waited. I wasn’t going 
anywhere. | said to myself, “Some things you just 
don’t miss.” 

They came into the room and kept the lights low. 
He couldn’t even talk. You’d have thought it was 
their last night together. I was sure they cou!d hear 
my heart and I covered my chest with my hands. I 
said to myself, “Why is God letting me do this?” 

She went into the bathroom and he sat on the edge 
of the bed with his head in his hands. I’ve never seen 
someone so overwhelmed. Usually the guy would 
only whistle or read or something. He stood up and 
she walked into the room, still dressed, and she said 
something. They both laughed, and I said, “I’ve got 
to mike these rooms.” 

She sat on the edge of the bed and took her shoes 


ickets are now on sale for the 
upcoming BY U production of the 

Tim Rice musical Chess, which 
will run March 11-27 in the Margetts 
Theatre. 

Director Charles Whitman, who 
also directed the BY U production of the 
Rice musical Evita, calls Chess a “strong 
piece” with “great music” and a message 
about making choices. “We have three 
people whose lives are intertwined,” 
explains Whitman. “They make choices 
which affect each other—some enlight- 
ened and selfless, some selfish. They 
have to live with their choices.” 

Chess is being produced jointly 
by the departments of Theatre and Film, 
Dance, and Music. Whitman, a professor 
of theatre and film, is joined on the all- 
faculty directorial staff by vocal director 
Gayle Lockwood and choreographer Pat 
Debenham. 

The mostly-student cast features 
David Barrus as an American chess 
player pitted against a Russian rival 
(David Tinney) in the 1972 world chess 
championships. Other leading cast 
members include Lianne Winterton, 
Alicen Perry, and Marci Jacobsen. 

Ticket prices are $7.00 for the 
general public, $6.50 for alumni or senior 
citizens, and $6.00 for students, faculty, 
and staff. Tickets are available at the 
HFAC Theatre Box Office (378-3875). 
Shows will begin nightly at 7:30 p.m. ® 


F. Buy a month pass. 
G. Marvel at the fun 


off. He went into the bathroom. She lay back on the 
honeymoon quilt and threw her arms above her, 
staring at the ceiling, and I felt transported. I thought 
I heard music coming up from the floorboards. She 
sat up and he came back into the room. He looked at 
her for a moment and said something and she smiled 
at him. If she had smiled like that for me it would 
have started me weeping with joy. He sat on the bed 
next to her and touched her hair. He touched her 
shoulder. They were both trembling, and I said, “I 
can’t watch this.” 

He leaned close to her and said something. She 
took his hand and nodded, she stood up and sat in it 
and tured for just a moment and looked back at him, 
and then she tured back around and closed her eyes. 
They were turned just towards me. He put both of his 
hands on the top of her head and, with his eyes 
closed, he started talking. His hands and his knees 
shook. Soon she started crying, and I realized he was 
saying a prayer. Beauty fell over them like wind 
rushing and descending, heavy with light. They wept 
together, and I was so sure God was coming I closed 
my eyes and prayed, too. When I opened my eyes he 
was holding her in his arms. 

I don’t know how long we were like that, but 
when he started to kiss her I asked the mirror for 
forgiveness and re-hung the poster and left that 
storage room for the last time. 

“T’m going to hell,” I said. 

I took the stairs down to the lobby and dropped all 
my keys at the front desk and I said, “I’m going to 
hell” to everyone in the lobby, and I left Biloxi’s 
Highland Hotel. ® 


(O DC 
THIS. 


A. Grab a friend and run down 
to the ROCK GARDEN. 

B. Put on a fun red harness. 

C. Tie into the nearest rope. 

D. Climb untill you are tired. 


E. Experience sudden realization 


"Hey this is fun, it’s safe, 
there are a lot of beginners 
like me, and I can still climb 
even if it is snowing 
outside.” 


@ 


you will have. 


H. Tell a close friend 


and repeat process. 
iraohoe Tene RCE fC EI 


DAY PASS: Now $3 before 3 pm 


Mon-Fri only. 


OPEN: Mon - Fri noon - 00 pm 


Sat 10 am - midnight. 
-POCK 


22 S FREEDOM BLVD 
PROVO 
375-2388 
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CAMPUS LIFE 
The Best Makeout Spots on Campus 
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Haws Field 


by Raymond J. 
and Emig J. Burke 


hile some have probably had more experi- 
f ence than others, most of us have cel- 


ebrated love with one another right here 
on BYU campus. Whether you re a first-year dorm 
student for whom the campus is your world, an 
upperclassperson looking for some originality with 
which to impress that evening’s NCMO, or a married 
couple wanting to spice up your love life, loads of fun 
wait to be had here on University Hill. For those who 
have never known the joys of “macking” on campus, 
or those who are just getting started, The Brothers 
Burke present this guide to the best makeout spots of 
BYU. 

Several important factors required our consider- 
ation when we were choosing the best spots. First, 
concealment is very important. You don’t want to 
jeopardize your whole college career for a night of 
fun. Second, comfort must be considered. Couches 
have been proven to be more comfortable than 
asphalt. And of course, during the winter, we cannot 


Top Twenty 


1. People 

2. Casablanca 

3. Birthday checks 

4. James E. Faust’s PDA 

5. “Someone on the 
other line” 

6. Amoxycillan 

7. Two months until 


graduation 
8. Number 8 
9. Cheap hotels 
10. The Pepsi Challenge 


Bottom Ten 


=e 
Visitors’ 
Parking 
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Botany Pond and 


S 
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Arboretum co 
Sy 
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emphasize warmth enough. Finally, consider original- 
ity—it’s the main reason you should be doing your 
deeds on campus. Look around and find your own 
secret place. What we’ ve compiled is only a sample, 
and we’ re not even revealing our own favorites. 


(1) The RB racquetball courts (B-3)—The clothes 
are romantic and the acoustics great. If you can block 
the window, no one will know you have the lights 
out. 

(2) The Campus Drive overpass between the 
Marriott Center and the ASB (D-2)—A great view. 
Curl up with lots of blankets and you'll only be 
disturbed by the occasional night-owl returning from 
their graveyard shift custodial job. 

(3) The ASB Quad makeout trees (D-2)—In the 
spring and summer, when the leaves are full, the 
drooping branches on these trees provide excellent 
cover from all directions. 

(4) The Bell Tower (D-2)—A great, well-lit place 
to go after dark; just beware of overcrowding. 

(5) DT Field (E-2)—It may seem wide open, but 
it’s large enough to insure privacy. 


11. Clean clothes 

12. A full tank of gas 

13. 12” G.I. Joe dolls 

14. Leisurely breakfasts 

15. Bitchin’ Camaro 

16. Zoot suits 

17. Delicatessen 

18. Charades 

19. Beanbag chairs 

20. Chocolate chocolate 
chip muffins 


Lab work, pear incense, $1 mail-in rebates, sitting on broken 
chairs, walking in on/being walked in on, multiple overdraft 
charges, infomercials, love triangles, heroin in Parowan, Cher 
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- Budge Hall’s fearless morality crusaders who blast 


(6) The back side of Budge Hall facing the track _ 
(A-2)—This is great for Helaman Halls dwellers and — 
is relatively private. Just stay out of sight of the ; 
windows, or you might be caught by Maren & Angie, 


renegade lovers with a Super Soaker. 

(7) The Baseball Field Dugouts (B-2)— Make sure 
you don’t round the bases, if you know what we 
mean. oe 
(8) The RB Makeout Tree (C-3)— Between the RB 
and the hill on the north side of the walkway, yet : 
more foliage to provide shelter and privacy. 

(9) DT Lobby Bathrooms (E-2)— Really daring 
dorm residents can try these as well as Heritage Halls 
bedrooms, opposite sex closets during open house, 
and the bedrooms of unnamed Budge Hall residents. 

(10) The Heater Vents (D-3 and elsewhere) — 
Three particular ventilation grates are nice and warm 
for winter fun: The east side of the Harman Building, 
Helaman Halls between Budge Hall and the Cannon 
Center, and the northeast comer of the SWKT. 

(11) Under the overhangs of the Marriot Center 
walkways (C-2)—Secluded, with convenient grass. 

(12) The Dry Spot (D-2)— For a while, this patch 
of grass bordered by DT, the Conference Center, and 
the modern-art electrical tower rendition of the Salt 
Lake Temple was the only spot undrenched by 
BYU’s overzealous sprinklers. 

(13) Group Study Rooms in the Library (E-3)— 
You can actually schedule to make out in these! 

(14) Women’s Bathrooms (E-3 and everywhere) 
— Virtually all of them have couches, so let’s use 
them. 

(15) The Big makeout Tree between Budge and 
Stover Halls—A popular gathering place for 
Helaman Halls residents. 

16. Da Hooptie (E-2) — No explanation neces- 
sary. 


(Ed. note: The Brothers Burke are a modest 
lot and would never want to publicly promote their 
own fame. Apparently Da Hooptie was an older car 
that wouldn’t start. However, it was still good for one 
thing and given the nature of this article, you can 
guess what that was. It became a permanent fixture in 
their dorm parking lot and was so popular that 
legend has it you had to schedule a time slot in order 
to use Da Hooptie.) ® 
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Criticism for One and All 
dback is difficult to come by in this line of 
Piss Each week, I write an article and 
hope people like it. The best I can hope for 
in the way of response is a friendly letter every now 


and then; but the only real way I have of gauging how 
well a column went over is counting the number of 


_ people I know who walk up to me and say, “Dude, I 


read your thing in the paper this week!” With that 
weighing heavily on my mind, I’m always worried 
that certain types of jokes won’t be understood. My 
nightmare is having somebody read one of my 
columns and think, “I think this Matt guy is a little 
hyper if he beats his roommate with a baseball bat 
every time he forgets to flush the toilet. If I were his 
roommate, I’d sue him.” 

You can only imagine my excitement when I came 
across a written critique of an old article I wrote. My 
roommate was doing his duty as a member of the 
well-oiled machine that is the BYU grounds crew 
about a month ago when he came across the paper. It 
was written some time last year and was being ; 
discarded by the English department, who gives its 
old assignments to the grounds crew for recycling 
(and perhaps selling to other students for a profit). 

The article reviewed was one I wrote about a year 
ago. It was about a letter I got from Ed McMahon 
informing me I had won TEN MILLION DOLLARS. 
In the article, I was very excited about winning all 
this money, and the wacky, madcap fun didn’t stop 
until I had wasted about 4500 characters. I dreamt of 
all the things I could buy with the money, all the 
starving children I could feed, all the personal en- 
emies I could destroy. It was one fine piece of com- 
edy. 

Anyway, some student (whose name was torn from 
the paper) used this article as an example of “tone.” 
This piece was contrasted with a more serious offer- 
ing about the visit of Rosa Parks to BYU. A copy of 
my article was attached to the paper and lines like 
“What could be better than a letter from a big-time 
star like Ed McMahon?” were underlined and com- 


-ments like “sarcasm” were written under them. I was 
_ somewhat disturbed that this person thought it was 


“funny” that I was searching through the seat cush- 
ions of my couch for money to buy pizza with. Funny, 
huh? Why don’t you try making five dollars last for 
two weeks, bucko? 

The student gave me overall high scores for the 
column: “The tone of the second article is really 
funny and sarcastic. He received a letter from Ed 
McMahon telling him he won ten million dollars. Of 
course, everyone gets those letters and he’s making a 
joke out of it by saying all the things he wants to 
buy.” The paper gets quite specific about what I 
mean in this article: “When he realized he won he was 
‘interested in this new development in my life,’ this 
sentence was very sarcastic.” How nice it is to be 
understood. . 

Unfortunately, the review was continued on a 
second page that was not saved by my roommate, so I 
don’t know if this mystery student picked up on the 
fact that I claimed my girlfriend from freshman year 


See"Criticism"p. 11 


“It’s When a Man and a Woman 
Love Each Other Very Much...” 


by Julia Ford Tollstrup 


ecently a friend 
confessed to me 
that she is pregnant 


with her third child. Her 
announcement did not surprise 
me—she had to get pregnant 
when she did if she were going 
to have babies every two years 
like she wants— but what did 
surprise me was the way she 
found out that she was preg- 
nant. She had been really 
cranky and sick for a while, 
(“really bad PMS” was the 
phrase she used) and one night 
the stress of having a husband 
in his last year of law school, a 
three-year-old and a one-year- 
old who defy all laws of 
gravity, and living in a teeny 
tiny apartment got to her. She 
stood in the middle of her 
living room and just started 
yelling. We’re talking un- 
bridled screaming —something 
very abnormal for my friend. 
Her husband said, “You know, 
dear, you really should take a 
pregnancy test.” She re- 
sponded, “I am not pregnant. 
There is no way I could be 
pregnant. No. I refuse.” O.K., 
so it turns out it was possible. 
You all know what hap- 
pened. I started thinking that if 
someone who has been preg- 
nant twice before can miss all 
the signs of pregnancy, then 
those who are just newly 
married would have no clue 
about what symptoms could be 
cause for joy or concern. Even 
those who are still in the evil 
grasp of singledom need to 
learn, for they too may some- 
day be blessed with the 
wonderful experience of 
pregnancy or the living hell a 
pregnant spouse can bring. The 
first thing everyone needs to 
know is that no birth control. is 
foolproof, not even The Pill— 


386 Systems 


Fully loaded 
Windows-ready 


All systems include: 


128KB cache, 4MB memory, 130MB 
hard disk, 5.25" and 3.5" floppy drives, 
mouse, 101-key enhanced keyboard, 
14" SVGA .28 color monitor, DOS 5.0, 
Windows 3.1. One year warranty on 
parts and labor. 


Computer Wholesalers 
Old Provo Library Plaza 
15 North 100 East, Suite 104 
Provo, UT 84606 
377-4AAA 


Visa, MasterCard, American Express, 
or purchase by monthly installments. 


- More than 10 years in the computer business - 


which is why four out of five of 
my friends have had “pill 
babies.” 

Now on to the signs that 
should clue you in to a preg- 
nancy. This is mostly directed 
towards the men since women, 
like my friend, spend the early 
stages of pregnancy in denial. 
Men, if your spouse/ partner 
suddenly develops an insa- 
tiable appetite for sex, bring 
home that E.P.T. test. Some 
“experts” have said that when 
a woman is pregnant, she no 
longer has to worry about an 
unplanned pregnancy, thus 
freeing herself of the worry 
and thus increasing her desire 
for sex. This is what the 
experts say, but personally it 
never happened to me. Then 
again the “experts” also say 
that the nausea that is common 
during the first trimester can 
cause a nose-dive in the 
physical relationship between 
husband and wife, this being 
the more common symptom. 
So, if your desire goes up, 
beware, and if your desire goes 
down, beware. 

Another sign to watch for is 
if your partner suddenly starts 
craving and eating strange 
food combinations and in large 
doses. For example, when I 
was unaware that I was 
pregnant, I had to have at least 
four soft-taco-supremes-with- 
mild-sauce from Taco Bell at 
each sitting. Then it was 
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Miracle Whip sandwiches. 
That is nght, Miracle Whip on 
two pieces of bread slapped 
together (it makes my mouth 
water even now). At the same 
time that I started eating 
strange things, normal things 
like pizza and hamburgers 
would make me feel nause- 
ated. Even McDonald’s and 
Pizza Hut commercials on TV 
would send me to the bath- 
room throwing up. So if your 
spouse starts to say things like. 
“This commercial makes me 
sick,” she may not be speaking 
figuratively. 

Another sign of pregnancy 
is that the prospective mother 
no longer goes to school, 
work, etc. and stays in her 
pajamas all day. In short, she 
will act like she’s sick, which 
she is. Nearly everything 
makes you sick when you’re 
pregnant. When I was preg- 
nant, even the simple act of 
brushing my teeth could cause 
me to throw up. In fact, my 
gag reflex became so acute 
during the first months of my 
pregnancy that once, when my 
husband tried to slip me the 
tongue, I had to slip to the 
bathroom, quickly. 

The last sign, the one my 
friend overlooked, is extended 
“PMS.” The reason I include 
this is that when a woman is 
pregnant, the levels of hor- 


See "Woman" p. 11 
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ISSUES & OPINIONS 


The Campus Coalition for Bosnia 


by Scott Abbot 


ASSOCIATE PROFESSOR OF 


GERMANIC AND SLAVIC LANGUAGES 


hy Bosnia? Four years ago 
I travelled in Yugoslavia 
with the Yugoslavian 


novelist, translator and journalist, 
Zarko Radakovic. Last December he 
visited BYU and gave a lecture on the 
situation in Yugoslavia. The 
following excerpt from that lecture 
demonstrates the need to help the 
people of Bosnia in an intimate way: 

“There remains only personal 
experience of this disintegrating 
country (long since broken into many 
smaller countnes): memories, 
telephone conversations that have 
now become rarities (connections 
have been cut with southern-Slavic 
countnes for a year now), letters that 
have become rarities as well. In 
several cases I am not even certain 
any more where friends are living, in 
what physical and mental condition 
they are in. 

“Last summer one of them wrote 
me the following: “In recent days it 
has become unbearably hot in the 
city. Air like warm molasses, sticky 
on the skin and while breathing. 
Suddenly I hear a shot from the 
barracks on the hill. Who knows what 


is wrong. Who are they shooting at 
there? Helicopters flew back and 
forth the whole aftemoon. We are 
fighting a war, but no one seems to 
comprehend that. Some still go to 
concerts. Some, like me, continue to 
write poems. That’s how it is 
supposed to have been in the Second 
World War. People drank beer while 
other people hung over their heads, 
strung up on street lights. Reality 
consists of parallel worlds. At the 
moment tens of thousands of women 
and children are fleeing over rivers 
and borders. I, who have always hated 
the idiocy of war, every violence and 
all kinds of primitivism and aggres- 
sion, I could easily end this year in 
some kind of uniform, in the trenches 
or on an anti-aircraft battery. People 
are dying here, my dear friend. 
Somehow the city is separated from it 
all, but even here the war intrudes. 
Everyone is crazy. They talk 
feverishly and still they watch TV and 
gossip inanities in the bar. During the 
last weeks I could still call my friends 
in Slovenia. Now no one answers. We 
have separated ourselves, we are 
approaching Europe, they say. And in 
our country the well-known spirit of 
heroism is raising its head. Insane 
chauvinists and rabid racists are now 
looked up to. There will be, in this 


war, no victors. For a war in Yugosla- 
Via is a war of everyone against 
everyone. Here nationality fights 
nationality, the one society against the 
other, one region against its neighbor. 
As a bor pessimist I ought to be in 
my element now, but that is no 
comfort. Last week my little daughter 
began to cry because she thought I 
would have to fight. By the way, a 
couple of weeks ago the county draft 
board summoned me. To cover my 
tracks I use three addresses. Besides 
that I am not healthy, and thus not 
first-class cannon fodder. Now it is 
one a.m. No more shots from the 
barracks. Just a couple of stray dogs 
barking.’ 

“Several months later my friend 
wrote again: “I am beginning to think 
about escaping from this methodically 
created insanity. Last week a 
summons to court came. My father 
was bright enough not to accept 
anything. Yes, the masters have 
denounced me; now I am a deserter. I 
try to make progress with my 
translations. The last poem that I 
translated ends with the lines: The 
village bumed/ the city destroyed/ the 
morning light disappears over the 
river.’ 

“That is the last sign I received of 
my friend. Did he emigrate or was 


Feed the People, Not the Cold 


by Daryl Gibb 


opportunity to work at Moscow State Linguistic University. 

This institution has a faculty and student enrollment about 
the size of BYU’s College of Humanities. My wife and two 
youngest daughters accompanied me to Moscow for the 1990- 


[: 1990 I took part in an exchange program wherein I had the 


War 


hardships they were all facing. We were all terrified at the August 
1991 coup attempt, when we feared the hard-line communists 
would take control. But when that comparatively small crisis was 
over, there was still another to worry about: living through the 
winter, with a government and social structure which by then was 
in shambles. My friends told me that there was no milk whatso- 
ever available, except occasionally for infants. 


brought to the front? Or did he just 
fall silent for a while, has he begun to 
leam the language of inner emigra- 
tion?” 

The Campus Coalition for Bosnia 
came together by accident and by 
design. Constant reports in the press 
of freezing and starving civilians in 
Bosnia and elsewhere in Yugoslavia. 
A call to my friend and chair of the 
German and Slavic Languages 
Department, Alan Keele, from “Feed 
the Children” in Oklahoma. A request 
that the LDS Church’s office for 
humanitarian aid send blankets and 
winter clothing received from the 
U.S. Department of Defense. 
Discussions between Keele and 
Academic Vice-president R.J. Snow 
about BYU’s need for something like 
the University of Utah’s Lowell 
Bennion Center. Professors Sam 
Rushforth and Gary Bryner’s work to 
set up ongoing development and 
relief programs here at BYU. News of 
thousands of systemic rapes in Bosnia 
by Serbian soldiers that affected 
deeply English Professor Cecilia 

Konchar Farr (who aca 


work to get his classes and ward 
involved. Influential leaders in 
Student Life and BYUSA who were 
ready for a project of this nature. 
Remarkable support from Student 
Review and The Daily Universe. And 
suddenly, there it was—a coalition of 
campus groups meeting weekly to 
send aid through the Church to 
Bosnia. We hope there will be a new 
project, with a new focus, next 
semester, and the one after that. 

Our advertising asks that you 
“bring blankets, clothing, safety- 
sealed medicine and personal hygiene 
supplies to our collection bins located 
at the following locations: Wilkinson 
Center, Morris Center, Cannon 
Center, Atticus Books, and Mama’ s 
Cafe. We encourage you to make 
special cash donations through your 
LDS bishop. Write “Humanitarian 
Aid for Bosnia” on the line marked 
“other” on your donation slip. The 
response to date has been heart 
warming. We thank you for your 
generosity. ® 


has Yugoslavian 
relatives) and VOICE. 
George Schoemaker, 
also of the English 
Department, and his 


1991 school year. 

I-was told that all arrangements were made for us, but when I 
travelled to Moscow before my family to make certain everything 
was 1n place, I discovered that the rest of my family hadn’t been 
provided with visas, and none of us had a place to stay. So began 
our struggle with a slowly collapsing government bureaucracy 
which taught us so much about patience and the need to help the 
Russian people. 

The university tried to be responsive to our needs, but quite 
often our simple needs exceeded their grasp. The university itself 
was in desperate shape. For instance, there was only one copy 
machine for the entire campus, so any need for copies had to be 
submitted one week in advance, and there were often delays 
when the machine broke down, making it basically impossible to 
count on getting copies done when you needed them. 

Of course, the university was not the only institution which 
was suffering from the deteriorating social and economic systems 
in Moscow. We were more aware of these problems than most 
foreigners because we were paid in rubles, and had to live “on the 
economy.” Household goods were very difficult to obtain, and 
once found, were often of very poor quality. And we had to stand 
in long lines for every purchase. Food was particularly hard to 
find. Milk was available only two days a week, and if not 
purchased in the moming would be unavailable by afternoon. If 
we bought four quarts on Tuesday it would be sour by Wednes- 
day even when refrigerated. We learned to re-Pasteurize it so it 
would last until Saturday, which was when milk was (usually) 
available again. Potatoes and carrots were generally available but 
the long lines made them “time” expensive. Bread was of very 
good quality (as it is throughout Europe) but again had to be 
purchased early in the day, or else it would be unavailable. Hard 
cheese we could only find four times in nine months. Finding 
meat was like a lottery: you might get lucky, but don’t count on 
it 

On October 14, 1990, the first branch of the LDS Church was 
organized in Moscow, and I had the privilege of serving as first 
councillor in the branch presidency. There were several American 
members (embassy people, and some workers for joint ventures) 
and also about eight Russian members, most of whom had joined 
the Church in other places (Italy, Poland) and had since returned 
to Moscow. 

The first missionaries arrived in Moscow at the end of 
October, 1990. From that period on, we had baptismal services 
almost every week. The membership of that branch grew to over 
one hundred before my family and I left Moscow in June of 1991. 
Even more astonishing was that at the time of our departure, all 
positions in the branch were filled by local members. Six months 
after our departure, that one branch was divided into six, all but 
one of which were led by local members. 

We retumed to Utah in June of 1991, filled with happiness at 
the spiritual growth we had witnessed, but still very aware of the 
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No one individual can relieve all the suffering in the world, 
and one can seldom even effectively help those you are in closest 


contact with. But nonetheless, as winter approached 
we knew we had to do something. That was when I 
learned about Students for Russian Relief in Provo. I 
talked with some of the leaders of the organization 
(Professors Don Jarvis and Alan Keele) about how to 
arrange for perhaps some of the money and supplies 
to be received by and distributed by some of the 
friends I had in Moscow. Students at BYU, led by 
Honors Student Council President and Vice- 
president Dave Jenkins and Y vette Young, raised 
several thousand dollars, some of which I personally 
handled. 

What to do with my small stewardship? I 
wondered. We could not charter an airplane and send 
tons of food, nor ship it to Russia (mail by boat takes 
six months). Knowing how the people lived there, 
that they have bread and not much more, I suggested 
we send vitamins: good quality regular multi- 
vitamins for adults, chewable for young kids, and 
drops for infants. In addition, we knew that families 
with infants were in desperate need of diapers and 
plastic pants (you will not understand just how 
difficult life without these can be until you have 
children and have to go without). We sent enough 
supplies for 150 adults, 24 children and 18 infants. I 
wish we could have done more. 

About six months ago I retumed to Moscow on 
business for a few weeks. While there I visited three 
of the six “new” branches. In each of these were 
some “old” members from the onginal branch I 
knew so well. They remembered me, and we talked 
about old times. Without exception, they were deeply 
grateful for the supplies, especially the vitamins. One 
tearful young mother told me how the vitamins had 
been exactly what the doctor had said her infant 
needed, but she wouldn’t have been able to get them 
without our help. She also thanked me for herself, 
saying she had gone through the entire winter 
without her usual flu. 

Our effort was only a small part of a much larger 
program to help the people of Russia. I commend all 
those involved in this worthwhile project, and hope 
all will find the time and will to assist. If you wish to 
contribute contact the BYU Honors Student Council, 
or send direct contributions to Russian Relief, c/o 
Don Jarvis, 1256 Locust Lane, Provo Utah, 84604. 

P.S. We sent enough vitamins this winter (1992- 
1993) for 500 adults, 30 kids, and 18 infants. A) 


by Eugene England 
PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH 


Note: This article originally 
appeared in the January 30, 1991 
issue of Student Review. We are 
pleased to reprint it here. (A few 


changes have been made to reflect the 


changes in Europe over the last two 
years.) 


n May 13, 1981, in St 
Peter’s Square in Rome, I 
was reaching over a barrier 


to touch the outstretched hand of 
Pope John Paul II as he circled the 
crowd in his Popemobile at the 
beginning of his weekly public 
audience, when I saw the bullets hit 
him, one squarely in the front below 
the heart. He survived. 

That summer, after I retumed 
from Europe to BYU, I found myself 
increasingly obsessed with Poland 
and the remarkable events of 
Solidarity’s razor-edged persistence. 
Because of my close witness to the 
shooting of the Pope, the miracle of 
his survival and my resulting 
fascination with the other miracles 
that seemed to protect and bless 
Solidarity in its nonviolent resistance 
for a while, I found myself lying 
awake at night. 1 wondered and 
worried about the many dangers still 
threatening that wonderful human 


effort and then about what I could do - 


to help. 

Finally, I felt I had to act. I called 
a friend, the lay Catholic theologian 
Michael Novak, who is of Polish 
descent and who I suspected had 


some contacts with Solidarity leaders. 


meeting with a group of them in 


Rome, and he told me how to phone 
them in Poland. After learning about 


their immediate needs, mainly milk 
for the children and aged and 
medicine for the epidemic, life- 


producing, I organized a non-profit 
foundation. We formed a national 
advisory board, headed by Novak, 
which included a range of compas- 
sionate and distinguished people, 
from industrial and political leaders 
like George Romney to wniters like 


Issac Bashevis Singer. However, the 


work of actual fund raising and 
arranging for commodity donation 


shipment centered naturally in Utah, 


especially at BYU, and at a few 
centers developed by friends around 
the country, particularly among the 
many Polish Americans in Chicago. 


We had a plane load of milk donated 
and ready to be shipped when martial 


law was declared on December 13, 
1981, and all flights were grounded. 
We hesitated a bit until we could be 


certain supplies were getting through, 


and after verification through our 
contacts in the Catholic Church in 
Poland we made our first shipment, 
by truck and the Polish ship, in 
January. 


We followed up with many fund- 


raising activities, including sponsor- 
ing a National Fast for Poland in 
February, then airlifting a large 
shipment of detergents and medi- 
cines, to which the LDS Church 
Welfare Program contributed 


$100,000 worth of supplies. Later that 
spring we helped the Polish National 


Alliance and other groups with a 


Learning Beyond the Classroom 


by Sam Rushforth 
PROFESSOR OF RANGE AND Botany SCIENCE 


A few years ago, we began discussing what we consider to 
be some of the most important ecological and social problems 
facing the Earth. It became clear that many of our most pressing 
global problems are due to environmental degradation caused by 
poverty, improper development and a fundamental lack of hope 
among impoverished peoples. This led us to the possibility of 
studying appropriate development techniques in the developing 
world. We began to design a course to combine our two 
disciplines, ecology and public policy, to examine global 
environmental and social problems. j 

We thought if we studied ecology, global environmental 
concems, public policy and appropriate development in the less 
developed world, we may be able to make some sense out of 
some of the very complex issues we face. we were also 
interested in providing our students with a first-hand experience 
in a developing country so they could experience a very 
different way of life, even if only for a short time. We also 
believed it might be possible for us in small ways to accomplish 
some good while we were in a developing country. 

Dean Hal Miller of Honors and General Education was very 
supportive of our notion to put together a course of this type. He 
also believed it would be beneficial for our students to travel 
with us to some part of the developing world to observe, study, 
and serve. Sue Lundquist of the English Department and Eran 
Call of the Kennedy Center have also worked with us to provide 


_ information and experience in cultural and anthropological 


issues in the developing world. 

We are committed to the notion that any development done 
in the less developed world should be done by discussion, 
invitation and cooperation. Our class has been dedicated to the 
concept that we must not impose North American notions on 
peoples in other parts of the world. Furthermore, development 
projects need to be more than one-time interventions but should 
be part of a long-term effort to help families and communities 
achieve what they need for healthier and more fulfilling lives. 
As important as relief efforts are, development projects go 
beyond them to provide assistance that empowers people to 
solve the problems they confront. Development projects must 
also be sustainable and conducted in ways that are consistent 
with environmental protection. 

We began, along with Dr. Tim Evans, Director of the Center 
for Humanitarian Outreach and Intercultural Exchange, or 
CHOICE, in Salt Lake City. Tim has been involved in small- 


and Gary Bryner 


AssociATE PROFESSOR OF POLITICAL SCIENCE 


dedicated staff in Bolivia who have a fine relationship with 
people in several small villages in remote areas on the Altiplano. 

In several of these villages, local men and women have 
discussed and proposed smal] development projects to the 
CHOICE staff. Such projects have included hand-dug wells with 
hand pumps, planning and constructing family greenhouses, and 
constructing small community centers, clinics and schools. When 
we talked with Tim, he had been discussing the construction of a 
high school in the isolated village of Ayamaya, Bolivia. Village 
leaders, and especially the women of Ayamaya, for many years 
had tried to make education available to their children. This was 
difficult, however, since after the fifth grade, the children must 
travel many miles to the nearest high school to continue their 
education. Village leaders recognized that the key to a better life 
for their village was in the education of children, particularly of 
the girls and young women who would strongly influence the 
coming generations. 

At the invitation of the leaders of Ayamaya, we worked with 
CHOICE staffers in Salt Lake City to plan a service-leaming trip 
to Bolivia. We worked for several months to raise funds, gather 
school supplies, scrounge tools and building supplies. After 
studying as a class for the academic year and working together to 
prepare for the trip, we traveled to Bolivia during the spring term 
of 1991 to work with the local people for three weeks. While 
there, we were able to dig wells, construct greenhouses, study 
local environmental and social problems, visit a local reforesta- 
tion project and finally construct a four-room high school in 
Ayamaya. 

Our year-long study and preparation, followed by our work in 
Bolivia, was a significant experience for all of us. We were able 
to measure the idealism of our classroom discussions and 
readings against the reality of the poverty we observed in Bolivia. 
We saw prejudice against the local Ayamara Indian peoples. We 
saw the extreme ecological degradation of the Altiplano due to 
long-term over grazing and fuel wood harvest. We saw hopeless- 
ness. But perhaps most of all, we saw the strength and beauty of 
native Bolivian peoples. we saw people proud of their heritage 
and determined in the face a terrible poverty to make a better life 
for future generations. We were all proud and happy to work side 
by side with new-found Bolivian friends. 

Since our 1991 trip to Bolivia, we have been 
involved in other projects. During the spring of 1992 


constructed a clinic/women’s center. We also restored two 
schools and constructed a school in the mountains of Chihuahua 
working with local peoples. All of these projects were done by 
invitation of local citizens after considerable discussion in their 
villages. This summer we plan to return to Mexico with a new 
class to work on several tasks we have been invited to help with. 
We believe that service-leaming programs such as ours have 
at least three advantages. First, they can provide a focus for study 
that goes beyond the merely academic. Second, we are able to 
study first-hand some of the important social and environmental 
problems we discuss in the classroom. And third, we are able to 
provide some small service for peoples who can use our help. The 
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PERSONAL ATTENTION 


we traveled to Mexico with another class. We exam- 


threatening diarrhea that hunger was 


scale development projects in Bolivia for many years. He has a 


Aid to Poland as a Model 


It turned out he had just returned from 


cooperative convoy of food and 
clothing from the Western states that 
totalled over $7 million in value and 
included another large contribution 
from the LDS Church. We sent our 
managers on two separate trips to 
Poland to supervise distribution and 
report to our contributors. 

The climax of our effort in the 
summer of 1982 was to help sponsor 
the visit to Provo of Romuald 
Spasovsky, the former Polish 
ambassador to the United States, who 
had resigned when martial law was 
imposed and who spoke at the July 
4th Freedom Festival and helped us 
with a major fund raising effort. 

To that point I had learned some 
important things: Using government 
surplus milk, we could translate a one 
dollar donation into twenty gallons of 
milk delivered in Poland, enough to 
feed 10 children fora week. In good 
conscience, I could tell my students 
that giving up a $10 movie date (and, 
say, going to Intemational Cinema 
instead) or fasting for two meals 
meant 100 children in Poland could 
have milk for a week. A similar claim 
could be made right now about 
Russia, or Bosnia. 

I leamed that if one inept, 
frightened, absent-minded and 
inefficient professor of English could 
make a pitifully small, but real 
contribution, so could many with 
greater talents. I talked to people 
almost every day who could give 
thousands of dollars, even millions, 
and never miss it, but would not. I got 
letters from families who fasted 
regularly and sent us their savings, to 
the penny—and some who sent 
donations for a while and then 


stopped when publicity stopped. 

I learned how governments can 
help and hinder. In the summer of 
1982, just after we had received our 
largest total of cash contributions, we 
found ourselves cut off from the 
purchase of further surplus milk by 
the expiration of the earlier allow- 
ance, because the administration had 
formed its main response to Poland 
around reprisals. We worked with the 
Department of Agriculture, aided by 
Utah senators Garn and Hatch, to 
initiate new allotments of surplus 
milk, and finally, after much effort, 
receiving permission for a million 
pound shipment in 1984. But in the 
process I became convinced that our 
efforts did more to promote peace 
than all the government reprisals; in 
fact, I believe that if our government 
had had the courage and the Christian 
logic to give Poland $1 billion in a 
well-designed Marshall Plan type of 
rebuilding program (with no strings 
attached that could have aroused the 
Soviets), the earlier re-emergence of 
Solidanty would have been made 
possible. Instead, our government cut 
off almost that much in loans and 
commodities, including food for the 
huge chicken industry in Poland the 
U.S. had formerly encouraged but 
now destroyed. 

As Shakespeare’s Portia says, “In 
justice none of us should see 
salvation.” Withdrawing help, using 
food as a weapon of retribution, did 
not bring peace or stability to Poland; 
that could be done only with mercy 
and sacrifice, by the nonviolent, 
patient efforts of those who endured, 
kept alive and encouraged by those 
who sent food and medicine, until the 


ined local environmental and social problems and 


elections of 1989 brought Solidarity 
to power and with it some hope for 
rebuilding the country on free and 
democratic principles. It was made 
possible in part by our willingness to 
live with and help a then-basically 
socialist system that had to remain 
unthreatening in its foreign policy to 
Russia. Some Utahns accused us of 
being traitors, giving aid to the enemy 
in time of war. However, the LDS 
Church has taken an active part in 
world hunger relief, with no distinc- 
tions being made between “enemies” 
and “fnends.” It participated in Food 
for Poland; it sponsored a 1985 
worldwide fast, with contributions for 
the hungry that raised over $10 
million, which was used to sponsor 
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the Church, BYUSA, or individuals. 
We can also fast two meals and send 
$10 each week to the Church’s 
“Hunger Relief Fund,” either by 
writing that under “other” on our 
tithing payment slip or by sending a 
check for that fund to Humanitarian 
Service, 7th Floor, Church Office 
Building, 50 E. North Temple, Salt 
Lake City, UT 84602. 

The scriptures are absolutely clear 
that any just and lasting peace comes 
only through loving our enemies, 
which includes fasting and praying 
for them, rather than threatening or 


killing them. @ 


test preparation course. 


Our small classes produce big results. Just look at 
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RELIGION 
Joseph Smith Visits Redwood City First Ward 


by Samuel W. 
Taylor 


This short story was originally 
published in Sunstone (August 1992). 
We reprint it here with Brother 
Taylor’s permission. 


ormonism . . . has experi- 
enced a social and : 
intellectual transformation 


of such magnitude that a resurrected 
Joseph Smith, retuming to earth 
today, might well wonder if this was 
indeed the same church he had 
founded.” 

—Keith A. 
Norman (“How 
Long, O Lord? The 
Delay of Parousia in 
Mormonism,” 
Sunstone, January- 
April 1983) 


I backed out of the 
garage Sunday 
morning and was 
surprised by the guy 
alongside the car. 
He was tall, husky, 
with a strong face, 
prominent nose, a 
good smile. “I’m 
looking for Sam 
Taylor.” 

“Look no farther.” 

“T’m Joseph Smith.” 

“Howdy, Joe.” We shook hands. 
Wow! what a grip. It was like taking 
hold of a live wire. 

“Got a minute, Sam?” 

“A bad time, Joe. I’m almost late 
for church.” 

“Services this early?” 

“It’s a session with the quorum 
presidency before church begins.” 

“Mind if I go along? We can talk 
in the-er—vehicle.” 

“Hop in.” 

As he went around to the other 
side I noticed a slight limp. I slid his 

seat back as far as it would go, so he 
could straighten his legs in my 
compact Colt. And I noticed a funny 
thing about his pants; they were 
creased along the sides rather than 
front and back. “This will be an 
expenence, Sam, attending your 
ward.” 

“Better buckle up, Joe.” 

“Buckle what up?” 

“The seat belt.” He didn’t seem to 
understand, so ] reached across and 
fastened it for him. 

“What on earth is this for?” 

“Where you from, Joe?” 

“T'm a native of Vermont.” 

“Born Mormon?” 

“Convert, you might say.” 

“Still in Vermont?” 

“T’'m now in another land. Another 
world, really.” 

“They don’t have seat belts 
there?” 

“No; nor vehicles like this one.” 

“Does Detroit know about this?” 

“Who is Detroit?” 

As I swung into the highway he 
clutched the arm rest. “Say! No 
wonder you buckle up! I’ ve never 
gone this fast before, not even with a 
runaway.” 

“I’m only doing thirty-five, Joe.” 

“Thirty-five what?” 

I eased down to about twenty-five. 
He said, “I’m glad to find you still at 
Stockbridge Avenue. It’s been a while 
since your mother gave me your 
address.” 

The guy had a memory. My 
mother had passed on a quarter 
century ago. “It’s your nickel, Joe.” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“You said you wanted to talk with 


” 


me. 


“Yes, of course. I’m told you’re 


an author and have researched Church 


history. So] thought I’d drop down 
and see how things are going these 
days.” 

“You're leaning on a frail reed, 
Joe. Salt Lake is the place to go, not 
Redwood City, not me.” 

“I want a grass roots reaction, not 
an official statement. There can be a 
difference, you know.” 

“T certainly do know, only too 
well.” 

“Where are the Twelve Travelling 
Councilors these days?” 

“Twelve who?” 


“The Twelve Apostles.” 

“Why, they are in Salt Lake, of 
course. Where else?” 

“Ts there some emergency which 
recalled them?” 

“No.” 

“Then why aren’t they traveling, 
special witnesses to Christ in all the 
world-different from other officers in 
the Church in the duties of their 
calling?” 

“Joe, you should know very well 
that they don’t have time to be on the 
go, traveling around.” 

“John Taylor had time. Brigham 
Young had time. All of them had time 
in the early days—Heber C. Kimball, 
Orson Hyde, Parley Pratt, William 
Smith, Orson Pratt, Wilford Woo- 
droff, George A. Smith, Willard 
Richards, Lyman Wight, Amasa 
Lyman.” 

“That was a long time ago, Joe. 
They’ re not called the Twelve 
Traveling Councilors anymore. And 
if they were out preaching all over the 
world, who would stay home and tend 
the store?” 

“Why, the teachers would, of 
course. Just as they’re supposed to 
do.” 

“The teachers? Joe, you’ve got to 
be kidding.” 

“The duty of the Teachers is to 
watch over the Church always and be 
with and strengthen them. And see 
that there is no iniquity in the Church, 
neither hardness with each other, 
neither lying, backbiting, nor evil 
speaking. And see the Church meet 
together often, and also see that all 
members do their duty. And a teacher 
is to take the lead in the absence of an 
elder or priest...” 

“Hold it, Joe. I expect you’ll be 
telling me next that even deacons do 
that sort of thing.” 

“Of course they do! The teacher is 
to be assisted always, in all his duties 
in the Church, by the deacons, as 
occasion requires.” 

“You don’t say so. Just about no 
limit to their authority, I suppose.” 

“Indeed there is. Neither teachers 
nor deacons have authonty to baptize, 
administer the sacrament, or lay on 
hands.” 

“Well, it’s a relief to know that 
much, anyhow.” 
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“They are, however, to warn, 
expound, exhort, and teach, and invite 
all to come to Christ.” 

“You're quoting from the 
Doctrine and Covenants, Joe.” 

“Of course. What’s wrong with 
that?” 

“Tell the truth, Joe, there have 
been a few changes made.” 

“How can you say that, Sam? I 
had it from good authority that a 
fellow named Hugh Nibley, a 
recognized authority on Church 
history and doctrine, said that if 
Joseph Smith walked into a confer- 
ence of the Mormon church today 


he’d find himself completely at home; 
and if he addressed the congregation 
they wouldn’t detect the least bit 
strange, unfamiliar, or old-fashioned 
ideas in his teaching. He said the 
Mormon gospel sprang full-blown 
from the words of Joseph Smith, and 
has never been worked over or 
touched up in any way, and it’s free 
of revisions and alterations.” 

“Well, Joe, you’ ve hit the jackpot. 
It’s ward conference today. See for 
yourself.” 

As we parked at the chapel, he 
said, “What a magnificent building! Is 
this your temple?” 

“No, that’s in Oakland. This is the 
chapel. Three wards meet here.” 

“Looks brand new.” 

“Tt’s not very old.” I indicated the 
parking area. “Our old chapel was 
over there. They tore it down because 
it was twenty years old.” 

“You must be joking.” 

“It was no joke, believe me.” 

“Why was it demolished?” 

“I couldn’t say. Maybe it wasn’t 
elegant enough.” 

“As I unbuckled the seat belts, he 
said, “Say, before we go in...” He 
lowered his voice. “Are you living the 
New and Everlasting Covenant?” 

“If you mean what! think you 
do-” 

“How many wives do you have?” 

“One.” 

“] understand.” He winked. “But 
just between you and me.” 

“Surely you know about the 
Manifestos? The first one in 1890, 
then a dozen more before the final 
one in 1933.” 

“That's for the world. It’s okay, 
Sam. I do understand. You’re a good 
man. But from the example of your 
grandfathers and your father, don’t 
tell me you’ re not living the Prin- 
ciple.” 

“You know what they say about 
that, these days, Joe? A guy named 
Elden J. Watson did a paper on it, 
proving that the New and Everlasting 
Covenant meant baptism, not plural 
mariage.” 

“Baptism? That’s the ranting of an 
apostate!” 

“No more, Joe. It’s the new 
interpretation. We’re doing our best 
to sweep the Principle under the rug.” 


“But it’s essential to the celestial 
glory!” 

“It’s just incidental, these days.” 

“Sam, are you crazy or am I?” 

We went in. At the elders 


_ presidency meeting he met Tom, Bill, 


and Ron. As executive secretary I 
reported home teaching statistics for 
the month; then we discussed the 
problem of inactive members and do- 
not-calls. I reported that we had forty 
elders in the ward, and we saw about 
one-third of them. Just nine had 
recommends. There were eighty 
“prospective elders,” and we saw 
none of them. 


“What's a prospective elder?” Joe 
asked. 

Tom gave him a curious look. I 
explained, “Joe’s from another 
country.” 

“Well, Joe,” Tom said, “a 
prospective elder is a member who’s 
only maybe a deacon, teacher, or 
priest.” 

“Well, and what’s wrong with 
that?” 

“As adults, they should be elders.” 

“Nonsense!” Joe said. “In pioneer 
days plenty of good men were 
deacons, teachers, and priests, all of 
their lives.” 

“Joe, today a kid of twelve is 
ordained a deacon. He becomes a 
teacher at fourteen or fifteen, a priest 
at seventeen. Then at nineteen—” 

“T never heard anything so‘crazy 
in my born life! How long has this 
been going on?” 

“You must be from a country far 
away, Joe. Don’t you get the 
priesthood manuals there?” 

“Manuals? Never saw one.” 

“And the conference talks on 
TV?” 

“What's TV?” 

“There’s the Ensign and Church 
News, there’s Sunstone and Dialogue 
and Utah Historical Quarterly.” 

“We don’t see any of that stuff.” 

“Surely you read books by the 
general authorities?” 

“No printing press in my land.” 

“But you speak English.” 

“What's wrong with that?” 

“Joe was born in Vermont,” | said. 

“You must have been away a long 
time, Joe,” Tom said. ? 

Through the partition came music, 
the congregation singing. Our 
meeting broke up. 

Praise to the man who com- 
muned with Jehovah! 

Jesus anointed that Prophet and 
Seer. 

Blessed to open the last 
dispensation, 

Kings shall extol him, and 
nations revere. 

Seated in the chapel as the song 
continued, Joe whispered, “We sing it 
to another tune, “Star in the East.’” 
Then as I opened the song book: 
“Say, that’s a good idea, having the . 
music together with the words.” - 


“What do you mean?” 
“Our song book is vest-pocket 
size. It has only the words.” Then his 
voice rose. “That’s not true! W.W. 
Phelps didn’t compose the verses! 

Eliza R. Snow did!” 

“Shh!” came from behind. 

Praise to his mem’ ry, he died as 
a martyr; 

Honored and blest be his ever 
great name; 

Long shall his blood which was 
shed by assassins, 

Plead unto heav’n while the 
earth lauds his fame. 

“It’s not ‘Plead unto Heaven’ ,” 
Joe said, “it’s ‘Stain 
Illinois, while the 
earth lauds his 
fame.’” 

“Shh!” 

As the deacons 
began passing the 
sacrament, Joe 
whispered, “Why no 
music?” 

“Tt isn’t reverent 
to have music.” 

“Used to be. And 
is it more reverent to 
listen to babies 
whimpering, people 
coughing-somebody 
is blowing his nose— 
mothers shushing 
Skids? 

“Shh!” 

Joe beamed as the sacrament tray was 
passed along the row, “Good idea, 
little paper cups for the wine. We 
used to—”" 

“No, no, Joe,” I whispered, “take 
it with your right hand.” 

“Huh?” 

“The right hand is the hand of 
righteousness. ” ; 

He gave me a scomful glance, 
took a cup with his left hand, drank, 
then grimaced. “It’s water!” 

“Of course.” 

“It’s supposed to be pure wine of 
our own make. Don’t you make wine 
in California?” 

“Shh!” 

After the sacrament, the bishop 
arose. “I see we have a visitor. Would 
you like to introduce yourself?” 

“I’m Joseph Smith from the 
Celestial First Ward, Kolob Stake. 
Just dropped in to visit you good 
people.” : 

“We’re happy to have you with 
us, Brother Smith.” The bishop then 
began the formality of sustaining the 
Church authorities, beginning with 
the First Presidency. “All who 
approve, manifest by the uplifted 
hand. ... All opposed by the same 
sign, and now, do you sustain the 
members of—” 

“Hold your horses, Bishop!” It 
was Joe, hand high in the air. “I 
opposed, and you never even looked 
up!” : 

“What?” the bishop said, startled 
and amazed. “You opposed?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“You opposed sustaining the First 
Presidency?” 

“No, I opposed voting until we 
had discussed the issue.” 

“But, Brother Smith, there’s 
nothing to discuss.” ; 

“Always used to be plenty to 
argue about, at Kirtland, in Missouri, 
at Nauvoo. Before we sustained 
anybody, we discussed if he was 
worthy of the office. Apostle Parley 
Pratt was challenged at conference, 
some folks claiming he was in 
darkness. Sidney Rigdon of the First 
Presidency was accused of treachery, 
until investigation proved the charges 
false. At Kolob Stake we have a 
lively discussion before we sustain 
anybody.” 


“Brother Smith, I will speak to 
you in my office after services. And 
now, I will ask the ward members, do 
you sustain—” 

“Joe,” I whispered, “the quickest 
way to land on the carpet is to refuse 
to sustain the authonties.” 

“Then there’ s never any discus- 
sion before the vote?” 

“Never. And it isn’t a vote; we 
just sustain.” : 

“Then it means nothing.” 

“What it means is that the thinking 
has been done.” 

In conducting ward business, the 
bishop announced that Jack Snyder 
had been called on a mission to 
Germany. When the meeting 
adjourned, we shook hands with the 
boy’s grandmother. 
Sister Snyder was 
bent with age, her 
hands gnarled iron 
claws from arthritis. 
“Sister Snyder, was 
your husband’ s 
grandfather Carl 
Snyder from 
Munich?” 

“Yes, Brother, 
he arrived at 
Nauvoo as a boy. 
I'm so happy that 
Jack will be serving 
in Germany, maybe 
even in Munich.” 

“He will,” Joe 
said, “and the Lord 
will bless and heal 
you, Sister.” 

As we left the chapel room I said, 
“Sister Snyder will need all the help 
she can get. Jack’s parents were killed 
in a car accident, and it will be tough, 
him away on a foreign mission. The 
ward will help, of course, but I 
wonder if she’ll have to mortgage her 
- house?” 

“Tf the ward helps her, why will 
she have to?” 

“Tt costs $1,000 a month to 
support a missionary in the German 
mission.” 

“What do you mean, support him? 
He goes without purse or scrip.” 

“Sure he does, but Sister Snyder 
and the ward will have to send him 
that grand every month.” 

“T don’t understand, Sam. 
Traveling without purse or scrip has 
been the Lord’s method of missionary 
work since Biblical times. ‘And he 
said unto them,’ Luke recorded, 
‘Take nothing for your journey, 
neither staves, nor scrip, neither 
bread, neither money; neither have 
two coats apiece.” And Matthew 
echoed this. The Doctrine and 
Covenants instructs the Elders ‘not to 
have purse or scrip, neither two 
coats,’ with the promise that with 
faith any man ‘shall not be weary in 
mind, neither darkened, neither in 
body, limb, nor joint. ... And they 
shall not go hungry, neither athirst. 
Therefore, take ye no thought for the 
morrow, for what ye shall eat, or 
wherewithal ye shall be clothed.’” 

“T’'m afraid it’s cash on the 
barrelhead these days, Joe.” 

Lowering his voice, he said, 
“Before we meet with the bishop, 
where’s the outhouse?” 

“Outhouse? Oh, you mean—?” I 
pointed through the cultural hall. 
Straight ahead, take a left, and the 
door says *Men.’” 

“What? Y our outhouse is inside?” 

“Progress, Joe.” 

As he hurried away, I wondered 
where this character came from? Or 
was he playing some elaborate 
practical joke? 

“Oh, Brother Taylor,” Sister 
Snyder said, limping up. “When 
Brother Smith held my hands, it was 
just—I can’t describe it—but I seemed 
bathed in the golden warmth of his 


Joseph Smith visits 


spirit.” 

I made a soothing reply. The old 
girl was of the gushy type. 

When Joe returned he was 
beaming, “Sam, that’s a most 
remarkable facility you have here, I 
must say.” 

“Comes in handy, especially in 
stormy weather.” 

On a table were several copies of 
the Book of Mormon, with a sign, 
“GIVE ONE TO A FRIEND.” “A 
splendid idea,” Joe said, picking one 
up. “I like this edition; good printing, 
flexible binding. As a missionary 
tool—hey, what’s this?” 

“What's what?” 

“This passage is incorrect. And 
here on the next page is another 


mistake!” 

“Well, Joe, over the years there 
have been several corrections.” 

“Corrections? It’s the most correct 
book on earth! And what are you 
grinning at? Who changed it? And 
how much was changed? Do you 
know?” 

“If you really want to know, Joe, 
there have been 3,913 changes. I have 
a book at home with all the correc- 
tions marked, if you care to give ita 
gander.” 

“But, Sam, why?” 

“For example, we no longer 
promise the Lamanites will become ‘a 
white and delightsome people,’ 
because that’s racist. And being racist 
these days is worse than having a 
black telephone. So now it’s ‘a pure 
and delightsome people.’” 

“By what authority were the 
changes made?” 

“By the same authority that we 
got the book in the first place.” 

He grinned. “Yes, of course. What 
would be the point of continual 
revelation if there was nothing new to 
reveal?” 

“And Joseph Smith himself 
corrected the Bible with his inspired 
version.” 

“True enough, Sam.” 

We tumed as a woman began 
sobbing. It was Amy Jacobs; and her 
husband, Emil, seemed about ready to 
follow suit, as people shook hands 
with the couple and wished them 
good luck. 

“They’re moving to Phoenix,” I 
explained to Joe. “Fine people; 
they’ve been in the ward more than 
twenty years.” 

“Retiring?” 

“Well, they just can’t stay here 
and face it, Joe. Nobody blames them, 
but-it’s their son. He was recently 
sent home from his mission in 
disgrace.” 

“Oh, my, those poor parents. 
What did the boy do?” 

“He was serving in England, and 
he fell in love with a girl from 
Liverpool. They married secretly, but 
it was discovered when she became 
pregnant.” 

Joe frowned. “I guess I don’t 
understand, Sam. Just what did the 
boy do wrong?” 
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“Missionaries aren’ t allowed to 
date girls, let alone marry them.” 

“Stuff and nonsense! Apostle 
Willard Richards married a girl while 
on a mission to England. Plenty of 
missionaries brought home a wife.” 

“John Taylor brought home a 
bride who became my grandmother,” 
I agreed. “But things are different 
now.” 

We went to the bishop’ s office. 
After shaking hands, the bishop said, 
“Brother Smith, I wouldn’ t want to 
report to your home ward that you 
refused to sustain the authorities.” 

“Bishop, I simply said that it was 
customary to discuss matters before 
voting. We do that in my stake.” 

“Hmm. Which ward and stake 


SLEDS, 
"Nice temple 
was it? Tell me again.” 

“Celestial First Ward, Kolob 
Stake.” 

The bishop made a note of it. 
“And how long do you plan to be 
here, Brother Smith?” 

“J intended to retum today, but it 
was announced that priesthood 
holders were to meet at your home 
tomorrow morning at five o’clock to 
go to the Oakland temple. So I’ll stay 
for that.” 

“Good. Glad to have you along. 
Of course you have a recommend.” 

“Have a what?” 

“A temple recommend.” 

“Never heard of it What does it 
do?” 

“Tt certifies that you are worthy to 
attend the temple sessions.” 

“Now, wait a minute. Are you 
saying that the temple isn’t a place of 
public worship?” 

“Of course it isn’t. The public is 
allowed inside before the dedication, 
but not after. Only recommend 
holders can attend the dedication.” 

“It wasn’t that way at Kirtland. At 
Nauvoo we-they-sold tickets for a 
dollar apiece for the dedication of the 
temple. And at Kolob Stake 
everybody’s welcome.” 

“T have no information about that, 
but I'll check.” 

“And we hold dances in the 
temple.” 

“Dances... in the... temple?” The 
bishop was shaken. 

“Just like the Saints did at 
Nauvoo. With cakes and wine at 
intermission, and they danced until 
two a.m.” 

“I wonder if the Brethren in Salt 
Lake know what’s going on out 
there?” 

“And I’m sure that when I get 
back, the people of Kolob Stake will 
wonder what’s going on here,” Joe 
said. “Tell me about this recommend 
business, bishop. What do I have to 
do to get one?” 

“You’d have to strictly observe 
the Word of Wisdom—” 

“But that was given as advice, not 
by commandment or constraint.” 

“It’s now a commandment. No 
coffee or tea, no tobacco, no liquor.” 

“Certainly the excessive use of 
such things will injure the health. It is 


ih 


, but where's your chapel?" 


wisdom to use moderation in all 
things. But what does it have to do 
with spirituality? When the Scribes 
and Pharisees came to Jesus, Matthew 
tells us He said, “Not that which goeth 
into the mouth defiles a man; but that 
which cometh out of the mouth. ... 
Do ye not understand, that whatever 
goeth into the mouth goeth into the 
belly, and is cast out in the draught? 
But those things which proceed out of 
the mouth come forth from the heart; 
and they defile a man. For out of the 
heart proceed evil thoughts, murders, 
adultenes, fornications, thefts, false 
witnesses, blasphemies; but to eat 
with unwashed hands defileth not a 
man.’” 

“Brother Smith, you must 


understand that we can discuss 
doctrine, but not debate it.” 

“All right, Bishop. What else do I 
have to do to get a recommend?” 

“You must pay a full tithing, and 
that—” 

“I must buy my way in?” 

“—that you must wear the 
approved garments at all times.” 

“You must be joking,” Joe said. 
“How would I look going around in 
my temple robes, even sleeping in 
them?” 

“Brother Smith, I’m speaking of 
the inner garment.” 

“You mean the shirt which was 
set aside and never worn, after being 
marked and blessed?” 

“] mean the inner garment which 
the Prophet Joseph Smith designed 
and wore.” 

“What are you talking about? If 
the inner garment was wom at 
Nauvoo, do you suppose that the four 
men in Carthage jail would have left 
them off when entering that situation 
of grave danger?” 

“They removed their garments 
because they didn’t want them 
ridiculed by the guards at the jail.” 

“Better be murdered than 
ridiculed?” 
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All systems include: 


128KB cache, 4MB memory, 130MB 
hard disk, 5.25" and 3.5" floppy drives, 
mouse, 101-key enhanced keyboard, 
14” SVGA .28 color monitor, DOS 5.0, 
Windows 3.1. One year warranty on 
parts and labor. 
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The bishop sighed. “Brother 
Smith, I’m afraid that you simply 
don’t have the right attitude.” 

We left the bishop’ s office to find 
Jack Snyder and his grandmother 
waiting in the hallway. “Jack wanted 
to shake your hand, Brother Smith,” 
Sister Snyder said. 

Joe congratulated the new 
missionary. “When are you going to 
Germany, Jack?” 

“I don’t know exactly. I’ ll have to 
attend the Missionary Training Center 
to prepare.” 

“Training Center? What's that?” 

“Tt’s at BYU. I studied German at 
college, but there is so much to leam 
about missionary work.” 

“Do you know the gospel is true?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Then what more 
do you need, Jack? 
I’ve baptized many a 
man, confirmed him 
a member of the 
Church and ordained 
him an elder on the 
spot, and then called 
him on a mission. He 
left while still wet.” 

“Didn't he have 
to learn the series of 
lessons?” 

“T told him to 
preach nothing but 
repentance; that was 
sufficient.” 

“But how did he 
know what to say?” 

“Neither take ye thought before- 
hand what ye shall say, but treasure 
up in your mind continually the words 
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NOISE 


Noise around Town: Sam I Am | Sado“Mascis”ism 


Ps lasted one show and the band reverted to the more by Jayd McFerson 
by Dave Seiter et ars ees Bile a ; 
rer paee nae ee inosaur Jr. epitomize the grunge scene while _ 
ince its inception in October of ’91, Sam I Am Still suffering from a volatile line-up, the band they remain completely detached from it. 
has seen both success and difficulty. After is on its third drummer and is currently looking for Years before “Smells Like Teen Spirit,” the 
only four months together, the band swept a new guitarist and manager. “Our main problem Massachusetts outfit pioneered the diesel guitar grind 
BYU’s Battle of the has been keeping and lethargic lifestyle recently popularized by 


steady personnel. 
We’re like Spinal 


Bands in February of ’92. 
The competition included 


numerous Seattle bands. 
Where You Been, Dinosaur Jr.’s latest album, is 


more seasoned bands Tap!” says their second on a major label after numerous releases 
such as Ali Ali Oxen | Johnston. He and on independent labels such as SST. During those 

Free and Stretch Keith Robertson formative years, guitarist/singer/songwriter J. Mascis 
Amnstrong. “We won (keyboards) are the singlehandedly reinvented distorto-guitar textures by 


because we were a lot of only original 
fun. It was a real moral 
boost,” says Geoff 
Johnston, singer, sax 
player, and co-founder of 
the band. First prize was 


free time at a local 


7 combining layers of noise with a gentle hint of 
members pealny melody. Mascis’ sound has left an indelible influence 
ine, Despite on a generation of guitar bands from Los Angeles to 
personnel changes, Loudon! 

or Byles : The new album follows in the footsteps of its 
continued to write predecessors with increased confidence and some 
ee ee ee unconventional accents. Mascis has added timpani, 


eCOnding StUsIO: Were Ee ae cello, viola, and violin on tracks like “Not The 

the band recorded a short demo. originals with another five or six still in the writing Same,” enhancing the fragile, achingly tender feel of 
Not long after that, the band entered Sam Hall’s process. Sam I Am covers include “Ugly” by the alana 

Band Jams competition, enjoying a postive crowd Fishbone and “Wild Child” by The Untouchables. Although the band has never released any song 

response and gaining more exposure. During that When asked to describe their music, Johnston 

time, Sam I Am was opening for other bands at remarked, “We’re a hybrid of funk, jazz and See "Sado" p. 11 

various venues in the area. In late March of ’92, the American Ska—ska with our American rock 


band headlined its first gig at The Women’s Cultural _ background. It depends on our mood. The whole 
Center in Provo. C Is For Cookie and Big Fin from idea is high-energy, fun, feel-good music. We have 


Salt Lake opened and the show drew a substantial a sense of humor. The world is too somber. We 

crowd. About that time, bassist and co-founder Kent _ play so the world can be a better place.” The band 

Carter joined Swim Herschel Swim and Sam’s plans to get the new line-up set in time for this 

drummer went on a mission. The band didn’t gig year’s Battle of the Bands and hopes to record an 

again until September, when they resurfaced under album in the spring. ® 


the name New Cool Thang. The new name only 


The Colors of Kowanko 


distinguishing features is its diverse instrumenta- 
tion, which includes the violin, cello, pedal steel, 


by Dave Seiter 


( ye and light, Kowanko’s self-titled and Egyptian fiddle, in addition to the more 
first effort is an easy-going blend traditional rock implements such as bass and 
of folk and pop. No clever recording drums. The lucid, textured sounds (refreshingly 
tricks, no pretension, just straightforward, unmuddled by over-production) provide a 
honest craftsmanship. Demonstrated best by backdrop for the vocals. 
tunes such as “Wallflower,” “Love Monster,” Kowanko discards all musical posturing as it 
and “Grey Crayon,” Kowanko goes tripping expands its domain to include the loungy sounds 
down the lane of simple schoolboy aware- of “Vigilante” as well as the more jazzy and 
ness — maintaining an underlying innocence electric feel of “Co-star,” at times sparse and at 
and optimism while exploring the pains of others filled out with pronounced backbeats 
living. Chris Kowanko— founder, frontman, from the rhythm section. Although, as Kerouac 


and primary songwriter of the band, contributes _ pointed out, “comparisons are odious,” 

vocals, guitars, and keyboards, as well as such  Kowanko is reminiscent of Aztec Camera. If you 
obscure instruments as the strum stick and want wide-eyed, new music that’s not too 

thumb piano. In fact, one of Kowanko’s most serious, Kowanko fits the bill. ® 


Multi-Media 
Accessories 
CD-ROM drive (350ms) $295.00 

(with interface board) 
Multimedia package ...... $130.00 


¢ Sound board 
(Sound Blaster compatible) 


¢ Microphone and speakers 

¢ MIDI Sequencer software 

¢ Wolfenstein 3D Game 
Also available: 
¢ Hundreds of CD-ROM titles 
° Music and graphics software 


Computer Wholesalers 
Old Provo Library Plaza 
15 North 100 East, Suite 104 
Provo, UT 84606 


377-4AAA 


Visa, MasterCard, American Express, 
or purchase by monthly installments. 


Closet Favorites 


(Music you secretly love but won't 
admit to anyone) 


e ._ One coupon per customer. Exp. 3/31/ 
6 es 


“My one guilty pleasure in high school was Duran 
Duran’s Rio. My friend Curt and I used to mock Duran 
Duran relentlessly, but then on grey days in my room, we 
would reach to the back of my record collection, pull out 
the hidden copy of Rio, and listen to ‘Save A Prayer.’ 
Just once.” 

— Daniel Midgley, Cheney, WA, Majored in Interna- 
tional Relations 


Free 2 oz. KAVA product with any Salon Service. 


PROVO STORE 
255 W. Center ¢ 375-7928 


TAYLORMAID 


PULES SERVICE SALON 


If you have a “Closet Favorite,” send it to Student 
Review, Attn: Noise Editor, P.O. Box 7092, Provo, UT 
84602. Include your name, rank, serial number, why you 
like it, and why you can’t admit it. 


- More than 10 years in the computer business - 
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'"critism" from p. 5 
was last year’s big winner and 
_ Bruce Hafen was Ed 
McMahon’s limo driver. 

__ While I am thrilled that 

‘some student found something 

I wrote worthy of criticism, I 

hope this does not start a trend. 
If enough people do this, some 
fool will gather all the criti- 
cisms together and make a 

_ book with a title like Work- 

_ man: A Collection of Critical 
Essays, or Why Workman 
Works: 23 Very Boring Book 

_ Reports.You know we don’t 
need that. 

- Many of you are probably 
thinking, “Why would anyone 


- make a book consisting solely 


of other people’s book re- 


_ ports?” To be honest, I have no 


idea, but anyone who writes 
anything will eventually wind 
up will a collection of criti- 


cisms directed at their work. I ~ 


was introduced to the concept 
of “critical theory” while 
reading Voltaire’s Candide for 
my Comparative Literature © 
class. In the beginning if the 
book, there was an introduc- 
tion to Voltaire where a man 
named Ira O. Wade was 
described as an “important 
figure in Candide criticism.” It 
made me wonder just what a 
person does to become an 
important Candide criticizer. 


Is there some Candide criti- 
cizer pageant hosted by Bob 
Barker? Perhaps a days-long 
Candide Criticize-a-Thon. 
Maybe anyone who bothers to 
criticize Candide is automati- 
cally important. We just don’t 
know. 

The important thing is not 
to add to the problem by 
writing more of these cnitical 
essays, because as long as 
people wnite them, other 
people (namely I) will have to 
read them. So chill out, sit 
back, and realize that I can’t 
find a graceful way to end this 
week’s column, so I’ll just 
stop right here. ® 


"Smith" from p. 9 
of life, and it shall be given you in the ay hour that portion 
that shall be meted out unto every man.’ 

“Well—uh-so good meeting you, Brother Smith.” 

Joe and I went outside. “Stay here, Joe; I'll bring the car.” 
That took some doing, because our ward was leaving and 
Redwood Second was arriving. When I pulled up by the en- 
trance, Joe wasn’t there. I looked inside, outside, everywhere, 
even in the inside outhouse. He wasn’t around. So I figured 
he’d caught a ride with someone else. 

And that’s the last I saw of Joseph Smith. Next week at 
church old Sister Snyder hurried up to me, walking briskly 


without a limp. When we shook hands I was startled. The hand 


was no longer an iron claw, but supple, no lumps at the joints. 
The brown age spots had vanished. Her eyes sparkled. She 
looked years younger. 

“Oh, how I wish you would thank Brother pean for me! 
she gushed. “The instant he took my hands.. 

Take it or leave it. Doctors can’t explain Spontaneous 
remission. They call such experiences “anecdotal,” without 


1? 


scientific bearing. So there can be no medical verification, no 
double-blind study. And Sister Snyder is prone to gush.. ® 


"Woman" from p. 5 


"Learning" from p. 7 
8 P mones in her body can be 800 


_ beyond. We hope such a program eventually can be made 
_ available to any student at BYU who is interested. This kind of 
experience enhances and deepens traditional academic learning, 
reinforces our commitment to be of service to our neighbors, and 
_ provides practical experience in organizing ourselves for effec- 
_ tive action. We believe this is more than appropriate at BYU 
_ where we have been taught, “The world is our campus” and that 


times higher that her normal 
levels (fact). Knowing this can 
make it easier on the male. 
partner when his wife/partner 
wakes him in the middle of the 
night with accusing shouts of, 


Its's not too late to join Student Review. 
Meet us at the Maeser Bld. 6:00 on Tuesdays. 
0 1 


Student Review 


_ we should “Enter to learn, go forth to serve.” 


"Sado" from p. 10 


remotely resembling a pop hit, 
each album seems to produce 
one genuinely catchy tune. - 

_ “Start Choppin’,” the band’s 
latest single, is perhaps as 
infectious a song as Mascis_ 
has ever penned. The main niff 
proceeds from a soft jangle to 
a sonic crunch while the 

~ yocals migrate from Mascis’ 

\ patented lethargic mumble to 
falsetto yelps. The song 
rambles from hook to hook, 
pulverizing the listener in the 
process. 

The bulk of the album has a 
meandering, beat-dragging 


‘ 


feel as powerful riffs are 
coupled with beguiling pop 
sensibilities. The sound 
appears oblivious to musical 
trends as Mascis simply churns 
and grinds in his traditional 
manner. 

Mascis’ vocal style has a 
love/hate following. While 
heaven to some, his “stretched 
on a rack” sound is pure hell to 
others. His croon is a hybrid of 
Neil Young, Bob Dylan, and a 
good dose of valium. The 
words explore the realms of 
unrequited love and broken 
relationships in an almost 
naive, insulated manner. 

Where You Been is un- 


“You selfish louse, what were | 
you thinking when you said 
WE should get pregnant?!!” 
All these things are indications 
of pregnancy. So if you or 
your partner exhibit any or all 
of these signs, rush to the 
nearest store and get a home 
pregnancy test. And if the test 
is negative, take one at your 
doctor’s. Especially if the 
symptoms persist. And 
congratulations on your 
impending arrival. Parenthood 
is an adventure. ® 


likely to break Dinosaur Jr. 
into the mainstream, but it 
serves to reestablish their 
position as the “godfathers we 


grunge.” 


CRANDALL 
AUDIO 


6th Year 


Anniversary Sale 


Finn THe Review 


At the Bottom of Maeser Hill, Near the 
Smith Field House, By the Botany 
Pond, By and In Kinkos On 700 E., 
Kent's Market, Pegasus Music on 
1230 N., Ambassador Pizza, Harts on 


Canyon Rd., Graywhale CD, The Pod, 
Mama's Cafe, Annie's Video, Atticus 
Books, Cafe Haven, Carousel Ice 
Cream, Food-4-Less, ShopKo, 
Albertson's, Smith's, Johnny B's, 
Sounds Easy, Crandall Audio, and 
The Torch 


e Used CD's 


March 3-13 


Most Everything 
in the Store will 
be on Sale! 


PLUS: 
Free CDs and 
Cassettes with a 


(While 


Purchase! sive 
We now rent and sell Laser Discs. 1202 North State. Orem. 
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$2.00 Off 
e Import CD's 
$2.00 Off 
e All new CD's 
$1.00 Off 
e All box sets 
on sale 


eemaaraheys Sa ty 
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¢€ALENDAR e 


If you would like something in 
the calendar call Rebecca at 370- 
3223. The deadline for submitting 
calendar items is the Friday before 
the week you would like it to appear 
in the calendar. 


THEATRE 
The Call to Zion, (a musical 
drama about early 


Provo Town Square Theatre, 
100 N 100 W, Provo, 375*7300. 

Salt Lake Acting Company, 
500 N 168 W, SLC, 3630525. 


MUSIC 

BYU Jazz Fest, Dixieland 
Festival, Mar 3, 7:30 pm, deJong 
Concert Hall, BYU, 378*HFAC. 


Welsh pioneers), Mar 5, 


and the New York Chamber 
Soloists, Mar 9, 7:30 pm, de Jong 
Concert Hall, BYU, 378*HFAC. 

Consolidated with New Fast 
Automatic Daffodils, Mar 10, DV8, 
SEC. 

Rich Dixon jazz and improv, 
Tuesdays, 8pm., Pier 54, Provo. 

Dr. Haji and the Blues Bandits 
and open jam, 
Wednesdays, 8pm., 


7 pm, Provo Taber- EDITOR’S PICK Pier 54, Provo. 
nacle. Make the effort to get yourself to the free screening of “The Opexa on 
Calamity Jane, Potter’s Meal,” a fine film by BYU filmmaker Steve Olpin. Joe Classical 89 FM, 
now-March 6, Desert Bennion, the subject of the movie, and the filmmaker will be Wednesdays, 7 pm. 
Star Playhouse, answering questions afterward. Be wamed, though, this film will Mormon ©’. 
Murray, 226*7600. make you want to sell your Jetta and live more simply. Tabernacle Choir 
Flash Gordon Also be sure to take advantage of the BYU Jazz Festival. What rehearsals, 
Conquers the Planet could be more righteous than three nights of jazz in a row? Call Thursdays, 8:00- 
of Evil, Now - March 378eHFAC for tickets. 9:30 p-m. 
15, City Rep,532%6000. Choir Broad- 
1’ll Remember casts of “Music and 


You, Feb 18-Apnil 5, Hale Center 
Theatre, SLC, 484°9257. 

The Jungle Book, now-Apmil 5, 
City Rep, 532°6000. 

The Educated Heart, Feb 25- 
April 19, Hale Center Theatre Orem, 
226°8600. 

The Fantasticks, now-May 1, 
7:30 pm, Sundance, 225°4100. 

The Garrens Comedy Troupe, 
Fridays and Saturdays, 7:30 pm, 2084 
JKHB, BYU , $1.00. 


THEATRE GUIDE 

Babcock Theatre, 300 S. 
University, SLC, 58196961. 

City Rep, 638 S. State St, SLC, 
5326000. 

Children’s Keep Theater, 105 E 
100 N, Provo, 375*6834. ’ 

Egyptian Theatre, Main Street, 
Park City, 649°9371. 

Hale Center Theatre, 2801 S. 
Main, SLC, 4849257. 

Hale Center Theatre Orem, 225 
W 400 N, Orem, 2268600. 

Pioneer Theatre Company, 
1340 E 300 S, SLC, 581°6961. 

Promised Valley Playhouse, 132 
S State St, SLC, 364°5696. 


Elaine Jorgensen, Geralynn 
Giovannetti, Douglas Bush, and 
Jeffrey Shumway will give a 
concert Mar 3, 7:30 pm, Assembly 
Hall, Temple Square. 

BYU Jazz Fest, Small Ensemble 
Groups, Mar 4, 7:30 pm, de Jong 
Concert Hall, BYU, 378*HFAC. 

Sam Hall Society Band Jams 
1993, March 5, 7:30 pm, Provo 
Armory, 500 N 200 W. Tickets: $5 
at Pegasus, $6 at the door. Bands 
include Ali Ali Oxen Free, Stretch 
Armstrong, Tongue and Groove, 
Bohemia, and River and Lost. 

BYU Jazz Fest, Synthesis, Mar 
5, 7:30 pm, de Jong Concert Hall, - 
BYU, 378*HFAC. 

Utah Opera Company Young 
Artists’ Program, Mar 5, 7:30 pm, 
Assembly Hall, Temple Square. 

Utah Symphony will perform 
works by Mendelssohn, Schumann, 
and Dvorak, Mar 5-6, 8 pm, 
Symphony Hall, SLC, 533eNOTE. 

Kim Simpson, Mar 6, 9 pm, 
Mama’s Café, Provo, 373¢1525. 

Keiko Yano, piano, Mar 6, 7:30 
pm, Assembly Hall, Temple Square. 

Menahem Pressier, pianist, 


the Spoken Word,” Sundays, 9:30- 
10:00 a.m, Temple Square. Please be 
seated by 9:15am. 

Dead Goat Saloon, Live music, 
165 S. West Temple, SLC, 
328eGOAT. 

Zephyr, live shows nightly, 301 
S West Temple, 355eCLUB. 


CINEMA 

The Potter’s Meal will be 
shown Mar 5, 7 pm, at the SLC Art 
Center, 22 S. West Temple. Free. 

Underground Images Films, 
every Wednesday, 8 pm, 1170 
Talmage Building, BYU. 

Villa Theatre, 254 S. Main, 
Springville, 489¢3088. $1 

Academy Theatre, 56 N. 
University Ave., 373°4470. 

Avalon Theatre, 3605 S. State, 
SLC, 226°0258. 

Carillon Square Theatres, 
224¢5112. 

Cineplex Odeon University 4 
Cinemas, 224°6622. 

International Cinema, BY U, 
378¢5751. 

Mann Central Square Theatre, 
3746061. 


Scera Theatre, 745 S. State, tion, films, and a vegetarian feast. 


Orem, 235¢2560. Call 789¢3559 for directions to the 
Tower Theatre, 875 E. 900 S. temple in Spanish Fork. 
SLC, 35909234. Monday night poetry, 7-8 pm, at 
Varsity Theatre, BYU campus, Cafe Haven, 1605 S. State, Orem, 
37893311. 221°9910. 
; Massages, full body, full 
OTHER hour,$16, call 359e2528. 
Dan Stout will speak on Geneva Steel Plant Tours, 
“Resolving Conflicts of MTuWF at 9:00 a.m. and 1:00 p.m., 
Worldviews: LDS Women and 22729240. 


Television,” Mar 4, 12 pm, 378 
ELWC. 

Pauline Mortensen will read 
Mar 5, 7:30 pm, Café Haven, Orem, 


Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. 
State, SLC. Shows include Laser 
Beatles, Laser Bowie, Laser Zeppe- 
lin, Laser Rock, Laserlight IV and 


2219910. Laser Floyd. Info 538¢2098. 
Welsh Festival, Mar 6, 7 pm, Readings of local women 
BYU Marmiott Center. writers, Mondays, A Woman’s Place 


BJ Fogg will read as part of 
The English Society Reading 


Bookstore, 1400 Foothill Drive #240, 
Foothill Village, SLC, free, call 


Series, Mar 9, 4 pm, 2044 JKHB, 58306431. 

BYU. Family History Center Classes, 
KHON Radio and Krishna Every 2nd and 4th Sunday, HBLL 

Temple open house every Sunday Library, BYU. 5 


at 6 pm. Includes mantra medita- 


Student Review brings you 
another incredible tee-shirt 


LA\\ INH TS 


a" 
my 


SS 


and Pegasus or from any Student 
Review staff. We — . 
even do mailorder send $2 for shippin 


SAMUEL HALL 


MARCH 5, 7: 


PRESENTS 


SOCIETY 


Sth Adcrnmual 


BAND JAMS” 


O PM 


PROVO ARMORY 200 WEST 500 NORTH 


BANDS APPEARING 


ALI ALI OXEN FREE - BOHEMIA - RIVER & LOST 


STRETCH ARMSTRONG - TONGUE & GROOVE 
BUY YOUR PREPAY TICKETS FOR $5 AT ALL PEGASUS LOCATIONS, $6 AT THE DOOR 


[eo 


NOBODY 


Sponsored By 


PEGASUS 


MUS ol Cos Vi DEO 


OMINO’S 


WHERE THE HITS ARE 
ALWAYS ON SALE! 


e° -c3.DOMINO’S. 


How You Like Pizza At Home. 
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